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the spirit of British rule in India. He was to be
shown over a prison and was waiting, with some
Indians, for the local magistrate*
" To understand what followed, let it be
borne in mind that we were standing outside
the prison walls ; we were not within any fence
or enclosure, but on a pathway, running
through an open field, which led to the prison
gate. When the magistrate came up I stepped
out from my group of friends to meet him,
and after conversing for a minute or two we
were about to proceed towards the prison
gate when he suddenly wheeled round and,
speaking in an identical tone with that used
by the warders to the native prisoners at the
Singapore Gaol, he shouted, c Get off the prison
compound.' . . . He kept shouting at intervals
of about twenty seconds, c Get off the prison
compound, the public road is your place.3
" My feelings were those of shame and
humiliation. After the native gentlemen had
gone, the magistrate followed them with his
eyes until they were back on the main road.
Then he turned to me and said that we would
now go inside. It took me about twenty-five
seconds to express my opinion of him and his
conduct, at the end of which time I left him
standing where he was and joined my friends."
He managed even to put a little fon into his
speech of thanks for the fervent welcome given